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good-natured young fellow, whose grimed hands and soot-
stained dress announce him for a blacksmith. Do'eyj, for such
is his name (identical by the way with the Doeg of David's time,
so little does the East change), is a native of Hasa, but long
since established here in his honest arid profitable calling. He
purposes to have us both to board and lodging, and now comes
to present his compliments in person, and invite me to accom-
pany him to his Vulcanian abode. The house was a tolerably
good one, our friend's position in life considered; it contained
several apartments, arranged round an open courtyard ; near
the principal entrance stood the forge and its accessories, for
the ship constructions carried on in the docks close by gave it
plenty of occupation.

Here lived with the master of the house his two brothers;
the dwelling was moreover a frequent resort of Baharinah,
'Omanees, and so forth, but not of Persians, who seldom mix
with the Arab population. And here we passed three days,
waiting for a change of wind to bear us to Sharjah. There
was neither necessity nor thought of calling- on the governor
Seyf; Linja is a commercial town, a sea-port, part and parcel
of the great world where every one comes arid goes for himself,
and no one seeks acquaintance with others, except for some
special reason and purport. In the enchanted circle of Arabia,
where all dance on since four thousand years at least in the
same magic ring, never overstepping its limits, nor enlarging
it to admit a foreign measure, chiefs, sultans, governors, and
the other "dons" of the land, are not to be passed by without
receiving the honour of a salutation, and without conferring in
return the ostentatious tokens of their greatness in the form
of hospitality; a very "patriarchal" but nowise business-like
proceeding. Once without that magic circle, we, like the rest,
followed the world's tide, which carries every one forward on
his own line, straight bo it or crooked, but unblended with the
track of those around, except where the eddy of pleasure or
profit whirls them for the hour together. In fact, for a voyager
to call on the governor of Linja without a reason of weight of
special cause, would be much like calling on the Lord Mayor
of London because one happened to have taken a three days5
lodging in Fleet Street